PRISONERS    OF    THE    ICE
Has anyone the right to cause such suffering? or to
deal so arbitrarily in millions of lives? This is a question
of principles, a moral and ethica!3 at best a politico-philo-
sophical problem. It is none of my immediate business.
I saw kulaks in Igarka. There are 4,000 of them in the
town. I am here to tell you how they live, what they
think and say.
A natural question to people in a pioneering town is—
how long have you been here? It was usually my first
question. Many a bearded old fellow with shrewd eyes
and energetic, if somewhat brutal, lines round his lips
would reply, cSix summers/ It meant he came in 1930,
This and his looks sufficed. There was no need for further
cross-examination. The six summer people were exiled
kulaks. They came when the town was a year old. They
do not know when they will leave. Even now, when the
new Constitution restores their civic rights and accepts
them once more into the community, few believe that they
will ever see their homes again.
One, StrelyakofT, said to me: SI will not go home even if
I were invited to. I have got used to factory work. I have
strong arms and a clear head. I have changed rny outlook.
It is not better than being a wealthy farmer—but it is
bearable to be a worker, and nowadays more honourable.
I got my passport back last year, and now I can go to
political meetings, attend their debates, be heard politely
when I say something, and vote when decisions are taken.
I have made my peace with them. But if I went home and
saw my house run by my former servants and my field
ploughed by Government tractors I am not sure how long
I would remain at peace with them.'
I had had a wrong conception of the timber camps of
the North. The picture which had been drawn for us over
here when they first sprang into the news because Russia
sold timber more cheaply than Finland and Canada had
been a gloomy one. A tale was told of ill-clad, underfed
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